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King with 
his nobles > 



The T rage die of 

And that he is a baftard,not thy fonnc: 

Svweetc Yorke,fweete husband be not of that minde 
He is as like thee as a roan may be. 

Not like mee orany of my kinne, 

Andyetllouehim. 

Yorke Make way vnruly woman. Exit. 

T)u. After Aumerle: mount thee vpon his horfe 
Spur,poft, and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy pardon, ei c hec do accufe thee. 

He not be long behind, though I be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as faft as Yorke, 

And neuer wil 1 rife vp from the ground, * 

Till Bullingbrooke haue pardoned thec,away,be gone. 
King H. Can no man tel me of my vnthriftie fonnc? 

Tis tul three moneths fince I did fee him laft;. 

If any plague hang ouer vs tis hec, 

I would to God roy Lords, he might be found: 

Inquire at London, roongft the Tauernes there, 
Forthere they fay, he daily doth frequent. 

With vnreftrained ioofc companions, 

Euen fuch(theyfay)as ftand in narrow lanes. 

An d beatc our watchiand robbe our paffengers, 

Which he yong wanton and effeminate boy, 

T akes on the point of honor to fupport fo diflolutea cfew, 
H.Percie My Lord,fome tw'o dares fincel faw the prince, 
And told him of thole triumphs held at Oxford. 

King And what faide the gallant? 

Vercie His anfwcre was, he Would to the ftewe$. 



And from the commoneft creature pfucke a gloiie. 
And weare it as a fauour,and with that 
He would vnhorfetheluftteft Challenger. 



y happily bring forth. „ „ . . , h v 

Aunt. Vyhert is thcKing? (fo wildly. 

King H. What mcanesour coofin that he flares and look* 
Atm. God faue your grace, Ido befeech your maieftit. 
To haue fbmc confc r cacc iwith your grace atoned ^ ’ 


Yhe duke of 

Yorke knock* 

(feare at the doore 


King Richard the fee on A. . 

King. Withdrawe your felues, and leaue vs here alone 
VVhat is the matter with our coofen nowc? 

dm- For euer may my knees growt to the earth, 

Mv tongue clcaue to my rooffe within my mouth, 

Ynlefle a pardon ere I rife or fpeake. 

King Intended, or committed, was this fault? 

If on ihe firft, how heynous creit be 
Jo win thy after loue, I pardon thee. 

Aum. T hen giuc me leaue that I may turne the key* 

That no man enter rill my talc be done. 

King. Haue thy dcfirc. 

Tor. My leige beware, looke to thy felfe, 

Thou half a Traitor inthyprcfencc there. 

King. Vilain lie make thee fafe, 

Aum. Stay thyreuengeful hind, thou haftnocaufc to andcryeth, 
Tork. Open the dore, fccurefoolc, hardie King, 

Shall for lone fpeake treafon to thy face? 

Open the dore, or I wil breakc it open. 

■ King. What is the matter vncle, fpeake, recouer breath 
Tel vs, how neare is daungcr. 

That wee may arme vs to encounter it? 

Tor. Perufe this writing heerc, and thou (halt know. 

The treafon that my hafteforbidj me fhew. 

Aum. remember as thavi readft, thy promi fe part, 

Ido repent me, reade not my name there, 

Mv hart is not confederate with my hand. 

Tor. It was (vilaine) ere thy hand did fetitdownc. 

I tore it from the traitors bofomc (King,) 

Feare, and not lone, begets his penitence: 

Forget to pittie him, led thy pittie proue 
A Serpent that wil fling thee to the hart. 

O heynous, ft ion g, and bolde confpiracy; 

0 loyal Father, of a treacherous Sonne, 
hou fheerc immaculate and filucrFountaine, 
rom whence this ftreamc through muddy paffages, 

™th held his current, and dcfildc himfelfe, 

)' ouerflow of good conuerts to bad: 
nd thy aboundant goodnes lhall excufe 

I ThU 
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